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I said.   CI remember Neil Primrose saying
the same.   The friends/ I mused cwhom he
never deserts seem to treat him rather as a
timid owner would an Alsatian wolf-hound
with a bad reputation.5   'What have you
got against Beaverbrook?' said Arnold., cthe
best friend a man ever had.3   'I?   Nothing,3
I answered.   cDid I say that he was the hero
of my satire?   Surely NorthclifFe was much
more likely to have conceived the idea of
forming a merger of religions, and finding
to his surprise and inconvenience that he had
been self-elected God.   I wonder in any case
has God a Canadian accent?3   cLord Beaver-
brook hasn't/  said Arnold  again shortly.
'Of course, 'I said, *I might have been think-
ing of Lord Rothermere.'  'Why?' asked he.
cWhy indeed?'  I  answered.   cWhy should
any one?3   'Listen, my child/ said Arnold.
'You can only be a Don Quixote if you're a
saint or mad. You stick to Sancho Panza: it's
safer and more in character.' 'But/1 persisted
flogging my donkey,  'you  are  a  man of
delicate perception, Arnold.   What can you
share with this man?'   'I will tell you what
I  share/  he  said:   'life,   abundant,   large
incessant life.'   'Skegness is so bracing/  I
murmured.   'Listen/  said Arnold, pausing
for effect: 'Beaverbrook is not like the East
Wind.   The East Wind is like Beaverbrook.
Well, shall we go and see my picture?'   We
went and crouched in a box.   At least I